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another, a really marvelous company which made gay theatre out
of opera; in better times there would have been capacity houses
for them, but in the Thirties they were a luxury in the arts.

A Parisienne in a blue velvet gown who sang of love was a sea-
son's sensation. Lucienne Boyer was not beautiful, not even really
pretty except for her eyes, which were two large dark plums. Her
voice was next to nothing as an instrument. But she was the streets
of Paris; she was a girl looking for love over the rim of a brandy
glass at a cafe table, a girl tremulously in love under a corner street
lamp, a girl in black despair on a bridge over the Seine, Her voice
could be low in confidences, soft and soothing as the velvet of her
blue gown. It could take on a jagged roughness as she tied a little
shawl around her throat and sang of a woman of the Paris streets.
It could soar with the happiness of a woman newly in love. In Paris
she was the queen of her own intimate supper club, "Chez Elle."

She came with her personal manager, a shrewd Egyptian named
Henry Carson, who was smooth as silk and, surprisingly, honest
as well; her youthful composer-accompanist Jean Delettre who was
euphemistically called her husband; and her French maid, very
French, very nervous, who divided her time between pressing ex-
quisite French lingerie and suffering bilious attacks.

Mile. Boyer spoke no English, so we got her a secretary-press
agent who spoke very proper school French.

This young lady came away from the job sporting a dazzling
new French vocabulary never taught in any school. One of her
principal tasks was to keep the blue velvet gowns rolling out of
the sewing rooms of Bergdorf-Goodman like automobiles off an
assembly line.

That blue velvet gown was a symbol of Lucienne Boyer and a
clue to her exceptional style as an artist Softly clinging and femi-
nine, it called no attention to itself. It was a supple blue shadow
out of which her hands, her fine shoulders and her mobile eloquent
face emerged whitely. All the blue gowns were made exactly alike,
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